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Raym. I hope, I come in time, if not to make, At least to save your fortune and your honour. Take heed you steer your vessel right, my son; This calm of heaven, this mermaid's melody, Into an unseen whirlpool draws you fast, And, in a moment, sinks you.
Torr. Fortune cannot,
And fate can scarce; I've made the port already, And laugh securely at the lazy storm, That wanted wings to reach me in the deep. Your pardon, sir; my duty calls me hence; I go to find my queen, my earthly goddess, To whom I owe my hopes, my life, my love.
Raym. You owe her more, perhaps, than you imagine; Stay, I command you stay, and hear me first. This hour's the very crisis of your fate, Your good or ill, your infamy or fame, And all the colour of your life, depends On this important now.
Torr. I see no danger; The city, army, court, espouse my cause, And, more than all, the queen, with public favour, Indulges my pretensions to her love.
Raym. Nay, if possessing her can make you happy, Tis granted, nothing hinders your design.
Torr. If she can make me blest ? she only can; Empire, and wealth, and all she brings beside, Are but the train and trappings of her love : The sweetest, kindest, truest of her sex, In whose possessions years roll round on years, And joys, in circles, meet new joys again; Kisses, embraces, languishing, and death, Still from each other to each other move, To crown the various seasons of our love ; And doubt you if such love can make me happy ? Raym. Yes \ for, I think, you love your honour more, Torr* And what can shock my honour in a queen ?